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Samſon. 
Manoa. 
Micah. 
An Iſraelite Officer, 


FELT ST 1N ES, 


Dalia. 
Harapha. 


Chorus of PhiliJine Women, &c. 


Perſonæ. 
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umſen blind, and in Chains. Chorgs of the Prieſts of 
Dagon celebrating his Feſtival. 


SA MS: 0-5 


THIS day a ſolemn feast to Dagon held 
Relieves me from mv taſk of ſervile toll : 
Wowillingly their ſuperstion yields 
his rest!“ to breathe Heaven's air freſh blowing, 
pure and ſwect. 


Chorus of tie Prieſts of Dagen, 
Awake the trumpet's loſty found ; 
The joyful ſacred festival comes round ; 
'"F\ hen Dagon, King of all the earth is crown'd; 


* 


| 


Ze men of Caza, hither bring, 

The merry pipe and pleaſing firing, | 

The ſolemn hymn aud chearful ſong; | 7 
Be D agen prais'd by cry tongue. 

[ Chorus repeated. | 


. 
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Loud as the thunder's awful voice, 

In notes of triumph, notes of praiſe, 

So high great Dagon's name we'll raiſe, _ 

That heaven and earth may hear how we Y(01ce. 
Sampſon. Why by an Angel was my birth foretold, 
If I muſt die, betray'd and captiv'd thus, 
The ſcorn and gaze of foes---O cruel thought! 
My griefs ſind no redreſs ; they inward prey, 


Like gangreen*d wounds, fimmedicably grown. 


A [3 Ro 


Sampſon. Torments, alas! are not confin*d 
To heart, or heal, or breaſt ; 
But will a ſecret paſſage find, 
Into the very inmoſt mind, 
WW ith pains intenſe oppreſt, 
That rob the ſoul itſelf of reſt. 


nr 1. a 


Samſon Micah, and Chorus of Iſracli les. 
Mical. [ apart.) O change beyond report, thought 


or belief! 
Sec how he lies with languiſh'd head, unprop'd! 
Abandon'd ! paſt all hope! can this be he? 
Heroick 5amlon ? whom no {trength of man, 
Nor fury of the ſierceſt bealt could quell ? 
Who tore the lion, as the lion tears the kid ; 
Ran weaponiels on armies, clad in iron, 
Uſelels the temper'd ſtcel, or coat of mail. 
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Micah, O mirrour of our fickle ſiate ! 

In birth, in ſtrength, in deeds how great . 
rom ligheſt glory fail*n ſo low, 
Sunk in the deep abyſs of wee. ! 

Sam/on. [ apart. | Whom have I to complain of but 

| mylelf ? 

Who Heaven's great truſt could not in ſilence keep, 

But weakly to a woman muſt reveal it ? 

Micah. (To Samſon. | Matchleſs in {might! once 
Iſrael's glory, now her grief ; 

We come, thy friends well known, to viſit thee, 
Samſon. Welcome my friends. or lost ſight ? 
Micak, Which ſhall we firſt bewail, thy bondage 
Sam on. O loſs of fight! of thee I moſt complain; 

O worſe than downs old age, or chains! 


My very ſoul in darknels dwells ! 


A 


Samſon, Total eclipſe! no Sun, no Moon ! 
All dark amidſt the blaze of noon ! 
O glorious light no chearing ray 
To glad my eyes with welcome day: 
Il hy thus depriv'd thy prime decree, 
Sun, Moon, and Stars are dark to me. 


Ca O. 


O firſt created 2 f and thou great at World! 


To thy ack rag life by ich a afford, 


n 
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Samſon. You ſee, my friends, how woes encloſe 
me round : 
But, had I fight, how cou'd I heave my head 
For ſhame? Thus for a word, or tear, divulge 
To a falſe woman God's molt lacred gilt. 
And then be ſung or proverb'd ſor a fool. 
Micah. Here comes thy reverend fire, old Manoa. 
With careful ſteps and locks as white as down. 
Samſon, Alas ! another grief that name awakes. 


Eq EF iN l. 
Sam/on, Mica, Manoa, aud the Cucrus of Iſraelitse. 


Manoa. Brethren, and men of Dan, ſay, where's 
my {on ? 
Samſon, fond Lſracl's boalt ; inform my age. 
Micah, As ſignal now in low dejected ſtate, 
As in the height of pow'r : fee where he lies. 
Manoa. O miſerable change / is this the man 
Renovn'd alar, the dread of Iſracl's foes? 
Who with an angel's ſtrength their arinies duell'd, 
Himſelf an army; now unequal match 
To guard his brealt againſt the coward's ſpear, 
* Manoa accompaniei, The good we wilt'd ſor, 
** often proves our bane, 
« I pray'd for children---and | gain'd a ſon.— 
And ſuch a ſon, as all men hail'd me happy; 
8 But who'd be now a father in my ſtead ? 
The bleſfing drew a ſcorpion's tail behind: 
his plant (lelett and ſacred tor a while, 
0 — 4 he miracle of all /) was in one hour enſnar d, 
5 Aſſaulted, overcome, led bound 
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His foes deriſfion---captive--- 
% Poor and blind.” 
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Manoa. Thy glorious deeds in/pir'd my tongue. 

IW hilſt airs of joy from thence did. flat; 

To ſorrow new I tune my ſong, 
And ſet my harp to notes of coc. 
Samſon. Juſtly theſe evils have befall'n thy ſon ; 

Sole author I, ſole cauſe. My griefs ſor this, 
Forbid mine eyes to cloſe, or thoughts to reſt : 
But now the ſtriſe ſhall end; me overthrown, 
Dagon preſumes to enter liſts with God ; 
Who, thus provok*d, will not connive, but rouſe 
His ſury ſoon, and his great name aſſert. 
Dagon ſhall ſtoop, ere long be quite deſpol'd 
Of all thoſe boaſted trophies won on me. 


A 


Sam. Let not the Cod of Iſr'el fleep : 

Ariſe with dreadful ſound, 
And clouds encompaſs round, 

Then ſhall the heathen hear thy thunder deep. 

The tempeſt of thy wrath ngw raiſe. 
In wwhirlwidd them purſue, 
Full fraught with vengeance due, 

Till ſham? and trouble al, thy fees * ſeize. 


Micah. There lies our hope: true prophet may'ſt 


thou be, 
That God may vindicate his glorious name; 


Nor let us doubt whether God is Lord, or Pagon. 


*} 
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Then ſhall they know, that he whoſe nan e 
chovah is alone, | 
Ocer all the earth but one, 
Was ever the moſt high and Still the ſame, 


' Manoa, For thee, my deareſt ſon, must thou mean 
while 
Lie thus negledled in this loubſuine plight ? 
Samſon. It ſhou'd be ſo: why ſhould I live? 
Soon ſhall theſe orbs a double darkneſs yield 
My genial ſpirits droop, my hopes are flat ; 
Nature in me ſeems weary of herſelf; 
My race of glory run, and race of ſhame ; j 
Death invoked oft* ſhall end my pains, 
And lay me gently down with them that rest. 
Micah. Then long eternijy ſhall greet your bliſs. 
No more of earthly j Joys, ſo ſalſe and vain ! 


n. 


Micah. Joys that are pure fincerely good, 
Shall then dertake you as a flood : 
I here truth and peace do ever fine, 
With love that's perfeftly divine. 


CHORU 8. 


Then round about the starry throne 
Of him who ever rules alone, 
Your heavenly-guided ſoul ſhall climb; 
Of all this earthly groſſneſs quit, 
With glory crown'd, for ever ſit, 
And tr.umph over Death, and thee, O Time, 


8 11 9 
ACT . 23 


Samſon, Alicab, n, and the Chorus of Tſraelites, 


T RUST yet in God; wh Father $ timely care 
Shall proſecute the means to free the thence / 
Mean time, all heal! ing words, from theſe thy friends 
admit. 
Samſon. My evils hopeleſs are; one pray'r remains, 
A ſpeedy death to cloſe my miſeries. 
Micah. Relieve. thy champion, image of thy 
ſtrongth ; 
And turn his labours to a peaceſul end. 


ꝓ $5 


Micah. Return, O Goa of Teſts ! bel old 
Ty ſervant in di rels, 
Hi; mighty gr _ my treſt 
Nor ey the Italben bo they told. 


E O 8, 


To duſt his glory they would read, 
And number bim among the dead. 


S EB 


Samſon, Micah, Dalila, Chorus of Iſraelites, and Vir“ 
gins attending Dalila. 
Micah. But who 1s this, that ſo bedeck'd and gay. 
Comes this way ſailing like a ſtately ſhip ; 
Tis Dalila thy wife. 
Samſou. My wiſe / my trait reſs: Let her uot come 


near me. 
Micah. She ſtands, and eyes the fix d, with head 
declin'd, 
(Like a fair flow'r ſurcharg'd with dew, ſhe weeps ; 


B 
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Her words addreſs*d to thee ſeem tears diſſolv'd, 
Wetting the borders of a ſilken vail. 


Dalila, With doubtful feet, and wav'ringreſolution, 


I come, O Samſon / dreading thy diſpleaſure ; 
But cagjugal affection led me on, 
Prevailiog over fear and tim'rous doubt. 
Samſon, Out, thou Hycne !twas malice brought 
2 thee here; 
Theſe are the arts of women ſalſe, like thee, 
To break all vows, repent, deceive, ſubmit; 
Then, with inſtructed ſkill, again tranſgreſs. 
Dalila. 1 wou'd not leſſen my offence, yet beg 
To weigh it by itſelf; 
A mutual weakneſs mutual pardon claims. 
Samſon. How cunningly the ſorcereſs diſplays 
Her own tranſgreſſions, to upbraid me mine? 
I to myſelf was falſe, ere thou to me; 
Bitter reproach! but true. The pardon then 
I to my folly gave take thou to thine, 


A I R 


Dalila. Milli plaintive notes and am*rous moan 
Thus cooes the turtle dove alone; 
Like her averſe to each delight, 
be wears the tedious widow*d night ; 
But when her abſens mate returns, 
Math double rapture then ſhe burns. 


Samſon. Did love conſtrain thee? no, 'twas 

raging luſt, | 
Love ſezks for love, thy treaſon ſought my hate, 
In vain you ſtrive to cover ſhame with ſhame : 
Once join'd to me, tho* judg d your country's foe, 
Parents and all, were iu the huſband loſt, 

. 
ur charms to ruin led the was, 
My ſenſe deprav'd. 


Da 
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My ftrength erſlav'd, 
As I did love, you did betray. 
Jom great the curſe ! How hard my fate 
To paſs life's fea with ſueb a male. 
Dalila. Forgive what's done, nor think of what's 
; alt eure; 
From forth this priſon-houſe come home to me, 
Where with redoubled love, aud nurſing care, 
(To my glad office /) my virgins and mylelf 
Shall tend about thee to extremeſt age. 


A 3 
| Dalila, My faith and truth, O Samſon, prove; 
| But hear me, bear the voice of leve ; 
With love no mortal can be cloy'd, 
All happineſs is love enjoy'd, 
Chorus of Virgins. 


Her faith and truth, O Samſon, prove, 
But hcar her, hcar the voice of love. 
k A 3 
Dalila, To fleeting pleaſures make your court, : ; 
No moment loſe for liſe is ſlort, | 
The preſent notes our only time, 
Toe miſſing that our only crime. 
How charming is domeſtic caſe ! 
A thouſand ways Vll ſirive to pleaſe : 
Life is not loft, tho loſt your ſigli, 
Let other ſenſes taſte delight. | 
CHORUS repeated. 


* Her faith and truth, O Samfon, prove, 
* But hear her, hear the voice of love., 
Samſon. Ne'er think of that ; I know thy warbling 
charms, 
Thy ſtrains, thy wiles, and fair enchanted cup ; 
Their force isnull'd; when once 1 have been caught, 
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I ſhun the ſnare; theſe chains, this priſon-houſe 


I count the houſe of liberty to thine, 


Dalila. Let me approach at leaſt, and touch thy 
hand. | 
Samſon. Not for thy life, leſt fierce remembrance 


wake 


| My ſudden rage, to tear the limb from limb": 


At diſtance I forgive; depart with that : 
Now triumph in thy falſhood ; fo farewell. 
Dalila. Thou art more deaf to pray'rs than winds 
or ſeas. | 


Thy anger rages an eternal tempeſt; 


Why ſhould I humbly ſue for peace, thus ſcorn'd, 
With infamy upon my name denounc'd ? 
| a1 UE T, 
Dalila, Traitor to love, Il! ſue no more 
For pardon ſcorn'd, your threats give cer. 
Sam. Traitr:ſs to love, I hear no more 
Tie charmer's voice, your arts give der. 
III. 
Camſon, Micah, Harapha, Chorus of Tſraclites, and 
Pri:ſts of Dagon. 
Aicah, No words of peace, no voice enchanting 
fear, 
A rougher tongue expett.---Here's Harapha, 
I know him by his pride and haughty look. 

Hara. I come not, Samſon, to condole thy chance; 
Jam of Gath, men call me Harapba; | 
Thou know'ſt me now; of thy prod gious might 
Much have I he:r4, incredible to me / 

Ner leſs dilpl-as*d that never in the field 

We met io uy cach other's deeds of ſtrength : 

I*d ſee if thy appearance anſwers loud report, 

San ſon. The way to know, were not to ſee, but 
A 


* 
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Hara. Ha ! doſt thou then already ſingle me ? 
I thought that labour and thy chains had tam'd thee. 
Had fortune brought me to that field of death, 
Where thou vwrought'ſt wonders with an aſs's jaw, 
I'd left thy carcaſs where the aſs lay thrown. 
Sanſon. Boaſt not of what thou vould'ſt have 
done but do. | 
Hara. The honour certain to have won from thee 
I loſe, prevented by thy eyes put out; 
To combat with a blind man, 1 diſdain, 
: A i& 
Hor our and arms ſcorn ſuch a foe, 
Tho! I cou'd end the at a blow ; 
Poor victory, 
To conquer thee, 
Or glory in thy overthrow : 
Vanqui ſi a ſlave that is half ſlain ! 
So mean a iriumph 1 liſdain. 
Samſor. Cam'it thou for this, vain boaſter ? yes 
take heed ; 
My heels are fetter d, but my hands are ſree. 
J hou bulk of ſpirit void, 1 once again, 
Blind, and in chains, provoke thee to the ſight. 
Hara O Dagon ! can I hear this inſolence, 
To me unus'd, not rend*ring inſtant death ? 


1 = © 


Samſon, Go. baffled coward, go, 

. Leſt vengeance lay the loro; 

f In ſafety fly my «wrath with ſpeed. 

Hara. Prejume not on they God, 

| Ihe under foot has trod 

| Thy firength and thee, at greateſt need. 

Both. Co baſſled coward, go, &c. 
Preſume not on tiy God, &Cc, 

1464 Here lies the proof: If Dagon be thy God 
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With high devotion invocate his aid. 
His Glory is concern'd. Let him diſſolve 
Thoſe magic ſpells that gave our hero ſtrength, 
Then know whoſe God is God; Dagon of mortal 
make, 
Or that great one whom Abram's ſons adore. 
Chorus of Iſraelites. 
Hear Jacob's God! Jehovah, hear! 
O ſave us proſtrate at thy t:rone, 
Iſrfel depends on thee alone; 
Save us, and ſhew that thou art near. 
Hara, Dagon, ariſe! attend thy ſacred feaſt ; 
Thy honour calls, this day sdmits no reſt. 
Chorus of the Prieſts of Dagon. 
To ſong and dance we give the day, 
Which ſhews thy univerſal ſway. 
Protett us by thy mighty hand, 
And {weep this race from out the land. 
Chorus of both. 


Both Chorus's. 


Fix*d in his everlaſting ſeat, 
Chorus of Iſraelites, Jehovah rules the world in 
| ſtate. 5 
Chorus Prieſts of Dagon. Great Dagon rules the world 
in ſtate. 
Both. His thunder roars Heav'n ſhakes and earth's 
aghaſt, 


The ſtars with deep amaze. 
Remain in ſtedfaſt gaze, 
Chorus of Ifraclites. Jehovah is of Gods the firſt 
and laſt, 


Chorus Prieſts of Dagon, Great Dagon is of Gods the 
firſt and last, 


* 
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Samſon. *Micah, and the Chorus of Iſraelites. 
MI Cx 


EFLECT then, Samſon, matters now are strain'd 
Dp to the height, whether to hold or break, 
He's gone whoſe malice may inſlame the Lords. 
Samſon. Shall I abuſe this conſecrated gift 
Of strength, again returning with my hair, 
By vaunting it in honour to their God, 
And proxtituting holy things to 1dols ? 
Miah. How thou wilt here come olf ſurmounts 
| my reach ; | 
Tis Heav'n alone can fave both us and thee, 
Chorus of Iſraelites. 


With thunder arm'd, great God ariſe ; 
Help, Lord, or I{rfel's champion dies; 
« To thy protettion this thy ſcrvant take, 
„And ſave, O fave us for thy ſervant's ſake, 
With thunder arm'd great God ariſe ; 
* Help, Lord, or Iſr'el's champion dies. 
Sam on. Be of good courage, I begin to ſeel 
Some inward motions, which do bid me go. 
Micah. In time thou hast relolv*d, again he comes. 
Hara. Samſon, this ſecond ſummons ſends our lords: 
Haste thee at once, or we ſhall engines find 
To move thee, tho* thou wert a ſolid rock. 
Samſon. Vain were their art if try*d; I yield to go, 
Not thro* your streets like a wild beast trail'd. 
Hara. You thus may win the lords to ſet you free. 
Sam on. In nothing I'll comply that's ſcandalous 
Or {infu} by our law ---Brethren, farewell: 
Your kind attendance now, I pray ſorbear. 
A cab. So may'st thou att as ſerves his glory best. 
Sam. Let but that ſpirit {which first ruſh*d on me 
In the camp of Dan) inſpire me at my need, 
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Then ſhall I make Jehova's glory known, 
Their idol God, ſhall from his preſence fly, 
Scatter'd like ſheep before the God of Hosts. 
A' I X. 
Samſou. Thus when the ſun from's wat'ry bed, 
All curtain'd with a cloudy red, 
Pillows his chin upon an orient wave; 
The wand*ring ſhadow's ghastly pale 
All troop to their infernal jail, 
Each ſetter*d ghost flips to his ſeveral grave. 
,- = Micah, With might endu'd above the ſons of men, 
S yift as the light'ning's glance his errand execute, 
And fpread his name among the heathen round. 
IX. 
The holy one of Iſrfel be thy guide, 
The angel of thy birth stand by thy ſide: 
To fame immortal go, 
Heaven bids the strike the blow; 
The Holy One of Iſr'el is thy guide. 
1 
Micah, Manoa, and chorus of Iſraclites. 
_— Old Manoa, with youthful steps, makes 
aste, 
To find his ſon, or bring us ſome glad news, 
Manoa. I come my brethren, not to ſeek my ſon, 
Who at the ſeast does play before the lord-; 
But give you part with me, what hopes I have 
To-work his liberty. _ 
Alk and chorus of Philistines at a distance. 
Great Dagon has ſuddu*d our foe, 


* | And brought their boasted hero low; 


Sound out his power in, notes divine, 
Praiſe. him with mirth, high chear, and wine. 


> . Manoa. What noiſe of joy was that? it re the 
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Micah, Thy ſhout and ſing to ſee their dreaded ſoe, 
Now captive, blind, delighting wich his strength. 
Manoa. Cou'd my inheritance but ranſom him. 
Without my patrimony, having him. 
The richcst of my tribe. 
Micah. Sons care to nurſe 
Their parents in old age; but you, your ſon. 
| KA | 
Manoa. How willing my paternal love 
The weight to ſhare 
Of filial care, 
And part of forrow's burden prove: 
I ho wandFring in the ſhades of night, 
Whilſt I have eyes he want no light. 
Mcab. Your hopes of his delivery ſeem not vain 
In which all IfraeFs friends participate. 
Manca. I know your friendly minds, and 
[A ſymphony here of horror and confuſion. |] 
Heav*n ! what noiſe ? - 
Horribly loud, unlike the former ſhout, 
Chorus of Philiſtines at a distance. 
Hear us, our God! O hear our cry! 
Death! ruin! fall'n! no help is nigh? 
O mercy, heavin! we fink! we die! 
Micah. Noiſe call you this? an univerſal groan; 
As if the world's inhabitation perith*d ! 
Blood, death, and ruin at their utmoſt point! 
Mznoa, Ruin indeed! Oh they have ain my fon! 
Mica. Thy ſon is ratner flay ing them; that cry 
From {laughter of one foe could not aſcend, 
But ſee, my friends, 
One hither ſpeeds, an Hebrew of our tribe. 
S C EZ III. 
Manca, Micah, and an Iſraclite Officer. Chorus of 
Tjratlites. 
Officer. Where ſhall I run, or which way fly the 
thoughts C 


18388 S O N. 
3 Of this molt horrid ſight? O countrymen / 


You're in this ſad event too much concern'd. 
Aſicah. The accident was loud, we long to know 
from whence, | 
Officer. Let me recover breath; it will burſt forth. 
Manca Tell us the ſum, the circumſtance defer, 
Officer. Gaza yet ſtands, but all her ſons are fall'n. 
Mauca. Sad / not to us: but now relate by whom. 
Officer. By Samſon done, 
Marca. I he ſorrow leſſens ſtill, 
And nigh converts to joy. 
' Officer. Ch Manoa! 
In vain I would reſrain ;---the evil tale 
Too ſoon will rudely pierce thy aged car. 
Manba. Suſpence in news is torture; ſpeak them out 
Offic.r. Then take the worſt in brief--2amſon is dead. 
Maca. The worſt indeed! My hopes to free 
him hence | | 
Are blaſted all; but death, who ſets all ſree, 
Hath paid his ranſom now. 
_— - Micah. Yet, ere we give the reins to grief, ſayfirſt 
—_ How dy'd he? Death to life is crown or ſhame. 
Officer. Unwounded of his enemies be fell, 
I At once he did deſtroy, and was deſtroy*d. 
A The edifice were all were met to ſee, 
Upon their heads, and on his own he pull'd. 
- Manoa, O laſlly over-ſtrong againſt thyſelf! 
A dreadful way thou took'ſt to thy revenge: 
Y Glorious, yet dearly bought! 
1 | i x. 
= Ye ſers of Iſrael now lIeminl, 
. Your ſpear is broke, your bow's und ent; 
=  %urglory's fl ed, 1 
_ Amon gſt the deal 
Great Samfcn li. s, 
Tor ev. r, ever tlos d bis yes, 
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tg 


Chorus of Iſraelites. 


Weep, Iſriel, weep a louder ſtrain. 


Samſon, your ſtrength, your hero's flain. 
[A March, 


Micah. The body comes; we'll meet it on the way 
With laurels ever green, and branching palm; 
Then lay it in its monument, hung round 
With all his trophies and great acts enroll'd 
In verſe heroick, or {weet Lyrick ſong. 

Manoa. There ſhall Iſr'els valient youth reſort, 
And from his memory inflame their breaſts 


To matchleſs valour, whilſt they ſing his praiſe. 
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Glorious hero. may thy grave, 
Peace and honour ever have ; 
Ajter all thy pains and woes, 
Reſt eternal ſweet repoſe, 


Tjraelite Woman, The virgins too ſhall on their 
fealtful days | 
Viſit his tomb with flowers, and there bewail 
His loſs unfortunate in nuptial choice. 


Chorus of Virgins. 2 


Hring the laurels, bring the bays, 
Strew his hearſe, and ſtrew the ways, 


&---4 


May ev'ry hero fall like thee, 
ro“ ſerrow to ſeiicity, 


5 CHORUS repeated. 


> king in lavirels bring tas bas 


p , 2 : © Stew hie hearſe, ang 4 che Ways: 7 | -* hp 


: | Q 
5 41 32 9 * * 2 2 
. „ te Come. come ; no time for lamentations | 


4 = | - now; | 
= 5 No cauſe for grief; Samſon like Samlon fell; © © 
Both life and death heroick. To his ſocs Po 
Ruin is left; to him eternal fame, 

A 


. It the bright feraphims i in burning row, 
3 Their loud, up-lifted angel-irumpets blew ; © 
Ws no > «Tet the therubick hoſt, in tuneful choirs, 
—_—_ Boch their mera Harps 1225 golden wires 
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| Let their POR eoiectis all unite, 
Ever to ſound his praiſe in endleſs blaze of li 


